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ASCAP Afterparty 


Disclaimer: The following is a work of fiction and is intended for entertainment purposes only. | neither know nor 


own any of the persons mentioned within. No malice or impeachment is intended, 
Pairing: James Hetfield/Jerry Cantrell 


Author's Note: Yet another spawn of the Rockfic Forums. The thread on the ASCAP Awards created a giant 
plot-bumny that has been distracting me from revision for the last day or so. l'm also having a total 


James/Jerry phase right now, so bear with me. 


Thank you to Heather for taking the time to proofread this. 
EEO EEEE E 
It can be fucking awkward seeing an ex-lover again. Even if the two of you broke up years ago. Not because 


the relationship ended on particularly bad terms, but because you never know which way the latest encounter 


is going to go. 


That's the way things have always been with me and Jerry. And always on his terms at that. A single word, a 


caress, or even just a fucking look from him is enough to tell me what he wants. Or doesn't want. 


The ASCAP awards. Tonight, it seemed, what Jerry wanted was me. It was right there, in the sideways glance 


he gave me behind Lars and Rob's heads when we were posing for pictures as a group. 


Later, too, at the party, as | tried my very best to avoid him he managed to sneak up behind me. He got no 
further than a whispered ‘Hey’ and scaring the fucking shit out of me before another fucking photographer 
popped up and held up his camera. 


Jerry's arm slung around my back and his fingers ever-so-gently pressing and rubbing on my shoulder blade 
made my skin tingle and my cock twitch in my pants. Then Kirk showed up and, of course, the photographer 
just had to get a shot of the three of us together, and the moment was gone. 


Not much, | know, but for Jerry it was practically shouting from the hilltops. But he didn't make any more 
moves for the rest of the night. | was beginning to think that maybe | had misread the signals. 


I've always hated showbiz parties. Lars adores them, working the room, networking, all that shit. Kirk and Rob 
will stay as long as they have a drink in their hand and interesting people to talk to. I'm used to heading out 
alone at the first opportunity. 


Needless to say, then, Jerry managed to almost give me heart failure a second time as he ducked through the 


door of the limo and collapsed on the leather seat next to me. 
"You don't mind, do you?" He asked as he took in my expression "We're staying in the same hotel." 


"Not at all," | replied as the limo pulled out into traffic. He smiled slightly and turned away, gazing out of the 
window as | sat and brooded. Did he follow me out of the party because he wants something from me? Or did 
he just decide he was bored? 


It was on the tip of my tongue to ask the entire ride back, but that usual awkwardness of not being entirely 


sure how to act around your ex-lover set in So instead, we sat in silence. 


When the limo pulled up outside the hotel the doorman hustled over to open the door. Jerry slid out first and 
waited while | climbed out and stretched, feeling my back click as | did so. Still neither of us spoke; we just 
ambled into the hotel, across the marble lobby towards the row of elevators on the far side. Finally, Jerry 
broke the silence. 


‘I'd ask you back to my room for a nightcap," he said quietly, a half-smile ghosting across his face as | 


pressed the ‘Up’ button. "But..well. You know." 


"Yeah," | said, quirking half a smile back at him as the door opened and we stepped inside. 


As soon as the doors closed again, Jerry advanced on me, backing me up against a mirrored wall until he was 
as close as he could be without our bodies actually touching. | could feel his breath on my face as he 


whispered, 

"How ‘bout | ask you back to my room anyway?" 

Then he leaned in even closer and touched his lips to mine. That was all it took. My arms came up around him, 
pulling him to me so we were pressed together as tight as possible. Jerry's leq pushed between mine and | 
rubbed myself against it, feeling my cock grow hard as his tongue parted my lips and slipped into my mouth, 
twining around my own greedily. 

My hands were in his hair, and his were sliding down my back, inside my waistband and over my ass-cheeks, 
squeezing them and pulling my hips forward so our cocks - both hard now - ground together. | whimpered, 
couldn't help it, really, | just wanted to lose myself in Jerry, you know? 


And then he was pulling back, stepping away from me. The whimper turned into a grunt of dismay. 


"This is my floor," Jerry said, gesturing to the elevator doorway, now framing an empty hotel hallway. | hadn't 
even noticed them opening. 


Jerry stepped out of the elevator and began to walk down the hallway. A few feet away he stopped and turned 


back, raising a quizzical eyebrow. 
"James. You coming?" 
"Not yet" | managed to get out with a smirk before forcing my feet to move and follow. 


"Well, fuck, we'll have to do something about that won't we?" He reached for my hand and tugged me after 


him down the hallway, coming to a stop outside a door at the end. 


Once the door was opened Jerry pulled me into the hotel room. As the door closed behind us he slammed me 
up against it, mouth on mine, hand fumbling at my suit jacket. Not breaking the kiss, | pushed off from the 
door and walked him back towards the bed. By the time we got there, my jacket was crumpled on the floor, 
and his was halfway off. 


"Now what?" Jerry asked, pulling back slightly, fingers already deftly unbuttoning my shirt. 
"Now, | muttered as | shrugged out of my shirt and let it fall to the floor, "I get out of these fucking shoes.” 


"I think | can help you out there," murmured Jerry, putting his hands on my bare shoulders and pushing me 
down until | sat on the edge of the bed. He crouched and began to unlace my shoes, chuckling to himself as he 


did so. 


"Where the fuck did you find these shoes, man? Don Corleone's closet? | won't even get going on that suit." 
"So don't. Get up here and finish what you started” 


A few seconds later and we were both on the bed, shirtless, kissing, me on top of him, our cocks rubbing 
against each other through the cloth of our pants. Jerry was squirming underneath me as | pinched his left 
nipple and rolled it between my finger and thumb. 


"fuck" he ground out, pressing my hand to his chest as the other worked its way down inside my suit pants. 


"You can do that forever if you like." 
"| could," | mumbled into his mouth. "I think we're both still a little over-dressed though." 


"Could be you're right." Jerry pushed me gently backwards. | took the hint and backed up to unbuckle my belt 
and shift out of my pants and underwear. 


"Now | feel really fucking overdressed" Jerry hadn't moved, except to prop his arm behind his head so he 
could watch the show as | finished undressing. "| could do with a little help here." 


Glancing down at his legs, | took a few seconds to just admire them. Hey, | can look, right? | don't get to do it 
as often as | used to. And Jerry has great fucking legs. | let my eyes wander slowly up then, lingering for just 


a moment on his slim thighs before moving up to get a look at his - 


‘ls that a lace-up crotch?" | asked, dropping down to crawl up his legs and get a closer look There's something 
so hot about pants with a lace-up crotch, especially if its Jerry that's wearing them. 


"Took you long enough to notice." He snickered, shifting his legs beneath me so | could settle between them. 


| reached out and ran a finger down the hard ridge inside his pants, pressing firmly and enjoying the low 
whimper Jerry tried to stifle as he lifted his hips, trying to increase the pressure of my finger on his cock. 


"James." He grunted, and lifted my chin so he could look me in the eye. "I want you. Now stop being such a 
fucking tease and get me out of these pants!" 


| could feel the evil grin spread across my face as | slowly undid the lacing, and loosened his pants enough to 
tug them down, underwear and all. Jerry eagerly lifted his hips so | could pull them all the way down, and they 
quickly joined my pants on the floor. 


That's always my favourite part. That moment, right there, where l'm completely in control. Jerry may call 
the shots and start things rolling, and he definitely cuts things short the morning after, but there he is under 


my power. 


Finally, we were both completely naked, and Jerry was back in control. He wrapped his arms around me and 


flipped us over, plundering my mouth with his tongue before sliding down my chest and wrapping a hand 


around my cock. 


He pumped its slowly a few times, and dipped down to circle the head with his tongue before licking around the 
base. The first moan ripped out of my throat as Jerry sucked my balls into his mouth, his thumb running in 


circles around my cockhead, becoming slick with the precum that leaked out of it. 


Then he licked his way up the underside, grinned briefly as | moaned again, and took the whole of me into his 
mouth. He sucked hard as he pulled back, and wrapped his hand around the bottom half of my cock while he 
licked, sucked, and kissed the top half, paying special attention to the head because he knew it would drive me 
fucking wild. 


My eyes closed and my neck arched as he quickened his pace, twisting his grip as he pumped his hand up and 
down, swapping to use his mouth, or sometimes both at once. My cock was on fire, and Jerry's lips felt 


incredible as he worked. Just as it felt like | was getting to the point of no return, he pulled away completely. 


He moved up my body again to kiss me on the lips, his tongue darted briefly between them and | could taste 


myself, on him. Then he kissed his way from my lips, along my jaw line to my ear. 

| want to fuck you." His voice was a faint whisper, almost no more than a breath of air in my ear. In answer, | 
lifted my hips to rub my cock against his. Jerry smiled, and kissed me again before reaching over to open the 
drawer in the nightstand and pulling out a tube of KY. And a condom. That was a first. | raised an eyebrow. 


"Condoms?" 


"Who knows who the hell you've been up to since we were last together," he retorted, and | could see his point. 


Who knew who he'd been up to either, right? 


Jerry carefully tore open the condom wrapper, pinched the end, and slid it down the length of his cock. He 
handed me the lube, and | uncapped it and squirted some on my fingers. 


With a sigh, Jerry moved between my legs and settled mine on his shoulders as | spread the lube along his 
cock. He shivered a little as he felt the coolness of the lube through the condom. 


Bending to kiss me again as he positioned himself at my entrance, Jerry slowly pushed his way inside. It had 
been a while, and | felt a grimace of pain flash across my face as the head of his cock slipped inside me. Jerry 
stopped moving, concern etched over his features. 


Its fine, | reassured him. "Its just been a while. Keep going." 


He nodded, not entirely convinced, and carried on pushing inside me, even slower than before. When he was 


entirely sheathed inside me Jerry smiled again, and kissed me deeply, pulling out as he did so. 


He pushed back in, and this time it was a little faster, and | found myself pushing against him. As Jerry 
continued thrusting he steadily built up a rhythm that got faster, harder, and had both of us moaning in each 
other's mouths as we kissed, hungrily and sloppily. | braced my arms on the headboard so | could push against 


him even more, to have as much of him in me as possible. 


Jerry reached between us and wrapped his hand around my cock once more, and squeezed as his hand moved 


up and down. His touch on me, his cock in me, it was almost too fucking good. 
"You - feels so - fuck" He panted as he moved inside me. 


"Jerry - gonna come," | groaned in response. He looked me right in the eye, and quickened his pace again, 


lavishing more attention on my cock with his hands. 


With every moan that escaped my mouth he increased the pressure of them, rubbing, teasing in just the right 
spots that made my cock feel absolutely fucking amazing. 


With a last yell | was coming hard, fireworks going off behind my eyelids - | didn't even remember closing my 
eyes, but they were screwed shut - Jerry's hand still working my cock as streams of hot come shot from it 
to land between us on my stomach. 


"Jesus, you feel so good around me, so tight! So good - " With a grunt Jerry came as well, still thrusting into 
me. Breathing heavily he slowed, and then pulled out completely. He tossed sweat-soaked hair out his eyes, 
kissed me deeply and then smiled before turning away and climbing off the bed to dispose of the condom in the 
bathroom. 


| got shakily to my feet and pulled back the sheets and blankets, collapsing back into the bed with a sigh. The 
bathroom light clicked off and Jerry padded back across the carpet to climb in beside me, resting his head on 
my chest. 

"We gotta stay in the same hotel more often!" he joked, chuckling sleepily. 


"Yeah." | said, running a hand idly over his hair and then reaching over to turn out the lamp on the nightstand. 


Next morning | wake up sprawled across the bed. Which is empty except for me. Sitting up, | notice that the 


room has been cleared of all Jerry's shit, and my clothes are folded neatly on a chair. 
This is how it always ends. An empty hotel room the morning after the night before. | know getting into it, at 
the first look that starts everything off, that whatever happens Jerry is mine again for a few incredible 


hours only. 


He vanishes by the morning. Until the next awards ceremony brings us together. 


